WILLIAM VAUGHN MOODY
of the whole crowd. Whatever the young American art-producer is, as I see him here in his essence, he is certainly not-lily-livered. The generalization is inspiriting.
Milton is stalking &long with his usual austerity toward completing himself, and besides I get a little time for better things. . . .
W. V. M.
To Daniel Gregory Mason
CHICAGO, Dec. 2, 1898. DEAR DAN:
This is an attempt to forestall your righteous wrath at my ungentlemanly neglect of your letters, which have been meat and drink to me at the seasons of their arrival and for long after. I will accept any punishment except a refusal on your part to rejoice over the fact that I am coming to Cambridge for Christmas week. Intend thy thoughts towards revelry, for there must be mad times. Like a sick and lonesome gilligalloo bird I begin to think on me native sugar-cane swamps, and plume me feathers for a flight thither where the carnivoristicous Philistine invadeth not with his pot-gun of Important Business, and neither moth nor dust doth corrupt. Don't tell me you
103102is mud — sky, lake, boulevard, factory, flat, one featureless contiguity of Mud — to say nothing of People and their Insides.
